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April 9, 2004

HAPPY EASTER!

What a wonderful week I had last week in Mississippi.  
It is always so fantastic to spend time with family, es-
pecially THIS time of year.  It is so incredibly gorgeous 
there right now. 

On my drive down, I had the top down on the con-
vertible and had a blast.  You won’t believe this, but the 
further south I got, the more incredible the fragrance 
was.  I am not kidding you. By the time I got to South 
Carolina, every once in awhile, the beautiful fragrance of 
the fl owers (red buds, dogwoods, wisterias, and azaleas) 
blooming in the woods would just hit me in the face.  I 
was amazed!  Also, the farther south I got, the greener 
everything got.  Virginia is about a week or two behind 
Mississippi I guess, because when I got home, the grass 
was green here.  The azaleas are just now getting ready 
to bud.

I drove down on Monday and JP fl ew in on Thursday.  
We drove back together on Saturday. I had a wonder-
ful (but short) visit with my mom.  I go to the nursing 
home around nine after she has gotten up and is ready 
for the day and stay until after she has lunch.  I leave 
for an hour or so for my lunch and then return around 
two and stay for the afternoon.  Four days just seemed 
to fl y by.  She was great and felt pretty good, but with 
my hearing getting worse and her speech getting worse, 
it is getting very diffi cult for us to communicate! Makes 
me sad.  But at least when we mess up and can’t un-
derstand one another, we get tickled and laugh about it 
instead of getting upset with one another.  There were 
times she would try repeatedly to say something, I would 
misunderstand repeatedly, and then we would just sit and 
laugh.  What else could we do?

It is strange to visit my mom now because there are so 
many of my friends’ parents in the same complex.  I am 
so fortunate that my mom is still as sharp as she is.  I see 



doctors that I went to growing up who are now residents there, teachers 
who meant a lot to me, very good friends of the family, and it is so very 
sad to try to speak with them.  They do not even know who they are.  
They do listen, though. I feel like on some level they recognize something.  

It is always wonderful to see my brother and sister-in-law and their kids 
and my sister and brother-in-law.  I miss them so much.  There are pic-
tures later in the Follies of all that were home while we were there.  Larry 
(my brother) and Vicki had a dinner party for us one night and all three 
of their sons (live locally) were there.  Betty (my sister) and Robin had 
play practice (they are in the Pilgrimage Pageant which is very much like 
the Neptune Festival here) every night, so we would get up early and 
have breakfast together.   It was a wonderful, wonderful visit, just not long 
enough.

I got to take JP to Mississippi State for the State vs. Ole Miss baseball 
game.  That is always such a HOOT!  He has never been to State’s base-
ball stadium and “The Left Field Lounge” is so unique and famous!  He 
was in awe.  John Grisham wrote an incredible piece about it that I send 
along every year about this time.  

Actually, John Grisham’s son plays for Mississippi State now. He is a fresh-
man (#4) and since State has a very young team and Ole Miss is pretty 
good this year, he did not get to play.  Truthfully, I was really hoping to 
meet John. He is often in the “LFL” in the spring.  He is one of my heros.  
I am on a “Grisham-kick” right now, going back and reading several of 
his books that I missed somewhere along the way.  “King of Torts” I read 
a few weeks ago...one of the best books I have ever read.  I just fi nished 
“The Partner,” and now am catching up with “The Rainmaker” - another 
awesome book. I only have one or two others, and I will be caught up 
with all of his novels.   I love his work because - being from Mississippi, 
John having served  as a delegate in  the Mississippi  House with some 
of my friends, then moving to Virginia just two hours up the road, well, I 
always know almost every location he writes about.  It is very easy for me 
to identify with.  Anyway, I did not see Mr. Grisham, but trust me, one of 
these days, I will. 

Here is what he wrote about baseball at Mississippi State.  Awesome!



“I guess every ballpark, in earlier times, was something else.  Great things come 
from humble origins and all that, but it’s diffi cult to believe Dudy Noble was once a cow 
pasture.  I discovered it early in March of 1975 while a sophomore at State. This was 
before Polk, and the crowds were small.

On those cool spring nights, I would take a thermos of coffee and sit by myself in 
the bleachers by fi rst base. I was 20, older than some of the kids I was watching, and had 

just recently hung up my spikes because I couldn’t hit a junior college curveball.  I was sad because I just recently hung up my spikes because I couldn’t hit a junior college curveball.  I was sad because I 
wasn’t playing, yet I loved to watch the game.  It was a pleasant place to be in the spring, but the park 
wasn’t magical, yet.  

The following year State hired Ron Polk, and Dudy Noble snapped back to life.  He won, as he 
always has and always will, and suddenly the stands were full, the crowds were loud, the trucks and 
trailers appeared in left fi eld, the Lounge was open for business, and the clouds of barbeque smoke 
became a symbol of baseball success at Mississippi State.  We outgrew the old park, and he convinced 
us to build a new one. 

The older I become, the more I fi nd myself drawn back to Dudy Noble.  There are many 
reasons. It’s great baseball played by very talented kids.  The game is pure and uncorrupted by money.  
The place is fi lled with memories, both of my college days and of the great games and moments since 
then.  It’s a wonderful place to unwind.  The mood is festive.  Time is meaningless.  The game is played 
without a clock.  There are no telephones in Left Field.  Deadlines are more distant.  Appointments 
seem insignifi cant.  Regardless of wins and losses, I always feel better when I leave Dudy Noble than 
when I arrive.  There are few places of which this can be said.  

Several years ago, during a regional, Brigham Young played one of the early games in the fi rst 
round.  The gang I hang out with in Left Field always adopts a visiting team.  It’s nothing offi cial...like 
everyone, we live in fear of the NCAA and its regulations...It’s just our effort to make sure these kids 
are well fed and taken care of while visiting Starkville.  We sent word through our sources to the BYU 
players, and during the late game a bunch of them arrived at our truck in the Lounge.  They were 
hungry, and tired of fast food.  State was playing, and Dudy Noble was packed.  We fed them for three 
hours.  

Late in the game, I sat next to one of the BYU players and watched with amusement as he 
tried to eat crawfi sh.  He’d already been served spareribs, pork shoulder, catfi sh, frog legs, steak and 
smoked sausage, and as we watched the game I helped with the crawfi sh.  A dense charcoal fog hung 
over left fi eld.  The mob pushed toward the fence.  Jim Ellis boomed from an amazing assortment of 
speakers.  There was a constant roar.  The kid was awestruck.  “Unbelievable,” he kept saying as he 
looked around.  “Unbelievable.”  I’ve seen this reaction many times from ballplayers, and for some 
reason I always feel compelled to share my knowledge of Dudy Noble and its legends.

I fi lled his ear.  Someone passed up a plate of boiled shrimp, and he quickly forget about the 
crawfi sh.  I told stories about Polk, many of them true, and of the stadium and how it was built and 
the record crowds and the history (my version) of the Left Field Lounge. I unloaded a dazzling array 
of statistics of past teams and players.  I told tales I knew to be false (how could he know?).  It was 
quite a performance, really.  He didn’t hear a word.  He ate his shrimp and watched the chefs at play 
in the fog.  He studied the zany architecture of the trailers and trucks and vans packed together.  He 
stared at the crowd of 9,000 rowdies who had gathered for a college baseball game.  “Unbelievable,” 
he said again.  “I wished I played here.”  

I wish I had played there, too, but I never came close.  And so I return year after year to watch 
the best of college baseball, to see old friends and make new ones, to cook and eat, to see the show.  
There may be larger parks, but not larger crowds.  There may be prettier parks, but I doubt it.  Dudy 
Noble is college baseball at its absolute fi nest.”
John Grisham
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Vicki, JP, and Dr. Ken under 
the new score board.

The Left Field 
Lounge just 
keeps on going 
and going and 
going . . . 

Kathy, our dear 
friend and Kenʼs 
wife, explaining it 
all to JP.

Fraternity Parties!  ALL in The Left Field Lounge! 
These guys built their own SWING!

What really goes on behind the score board!



My pretty sister 
and my pretty 
sisterʼs pretty 
house on a hill.

This house is amazing.  A man from China 
started to build this house in my sisterʼs 
neighborhood.  JP and I love it!  It is 
very impressive.  (Imagine it with mature 
plants and trees all around it...)  Anyway, 
he built it too tall for the city code, and a 
law suit erupted.  Not understanding all 
of the restrictions, he had to stop mid-
way and the house sat vacant for years!  
Then, after years of arbitration, someone 
bought it from him and started to build 
again.  Columbus is the home of the larg-
est marble works in the world.  He, as you 
can see, made good use of the marble.  It 
is everywhere inside and out.  We were so 
glad to see that it was nearing completion 
now.  We have watched it with interest for 
years.  It is hard to tell from this photo, but 
each of those windows are actually French 
Doors that open onto small, private balco-
nies.  HUGE!  It is four stories . . . even 
though Iʼll bet there is one hidden beneath.

Andy, my brotherʼs youngest 
and LARGEST, and his girl 
friend.  Andy will be joining the 
Army Rangers after August!  

novelty. Isnʼt she cute!

Here are Meredith, Regan, and Andyʼs 
girlfriend.  Regan is the only girl out of 
all of these boys, so she is somewhat of a 
novelty. Isnʼt she cute!

Larry, Allen, (Mississippi Forestry - the fi refi ghter I 
always tell you about) and David, my Jeremyʼs age.



To all of you on my Friday Follies List, whether you are in Manila, 
Singapore, Kuwait, Bermuda, Virginia Beach, Mississippi, Los 

Angeles, San Francisco, Minnesota, Indiana, Colorado, Philadelphia, Key 
West, New Jersey, North Carolina, Indonesia, Washington D.C., Iraq, 
Maryland, West (By-God) Virginia, Nashville, Chattanooga, New York, 
Oregon, Maine, Australia, Europe, or Yuma, have a wonderful, wonderful 
week.

God bless.
Remember, life is short…we need to make it a good one.

Grow in peace and wisdom.

Your Friday Friend,

  
Judi Godsey

P.S. NOTE OF CAUTION… 20 employees were fired from The New York Times here in Norfolk for sending lewd and indecent emails.  (To my 
knowledge, none of the 20 were on our joke list - even though some of the attorneys who represent the company were!)  I have asked each and every one 
of you on this list to tell me if the jokes that accompany these “Follies” place you in jeopardy, or even if they offend you.  Please understand that they are 
intended to be light-hearted and are not mean-spirited in any way.  If you are ever offended, do not hesitate to ask to be taken off the Friday Follies Joke List.   
P.S.S.  If you send a joke and I don’t use it, it is because it has been used before, and I try not to repeat.  Remember, I have been sending these since August of 
1997.  One tends to go through huge numbers of jokes that way.  Disclaimer:  When anyone asks if I type all of these jokes, the answer is, “No!”  I cut and 
paste one evening during the week (30 minutes, TOPS). Obviously  I don’t have time to sit, read, and retype jokes all day!   


